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l he l ragedte of Hamlet 

For women feare too much,euen as they loue. 

And womens feare and loue hold quantity. 

Either none, in neither ought.or in extremity,' 

Now what my Lord it proofs hath madeyou know* 
-And as my loue is ciz’ft,my feare is fo. 

Where loue is great,tbe titled doubts are feare, 
Where little fears grow great, great loue grows there . 

Kmg. Faith I mud leaue thee loue, and (hortly to. 
My operant powers their functions leaue to doe,. 

And thou (halt liue in this faire world behind, 
Honord, belou’d, and haply one as kind, 

For husband (halt thou. 

Quee. O confound the reft. 

Such loue mud needs be treafon in my bred, 

In fecond husband let me be accurd. 

None wed the fecond ,but wh© kild the fird. 

The indances that fecond marriage mouc 
Are bafe refpe&s of thrift, but no ne of lcue, 

A fecond time 1 kill my husband dead, 

When fecond husband kiiTcs me in bed. 

Kiug.l do beleeue you think what now you fpeak, 
But what we doe determine, oft we brcake, 

Purpofe is but the flaue to memory, 

Of violent birth, but poote validity. 

Which now the fruit vnripe dicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Mod neceffary tis that we forget 

To pay out fclues what to our (clues is debt. 

What to our felues in path on we propofe. 

The palfion ending,doth the purpofe lole. 

The violence of either griefe or ioy , 

Their owne cnna&ures with themfelues dedroy. 
Where ioy mod reuels,griefe doth mod lament, 

Griefe ioy,ioy gnefcs,on (lender accedenr. 

This world is not for aye, nor tis not drange. 

That euen our loues (hould with our fortuns change. 
For tis a queriion left vs yet to proue, 

Whether loue lead fortune, or elfe fortune loue. 

The great man downc,you marks his fauoutite flies, 




Ham. That’s 
wormwood. 


The 


H<«w.IffhefliouTt! 

break it now? 


rrtnceoj ue nmarKe;^-' 

The poore iduanccd makes friends of enemies. 

And hethertoo doh IpUeon fortune tend, 

For who not needn^ H neuet lack a friend, 

And whojn^vant a hollow friend doth try, 

Dire&ly feafons himhis enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fates do fo contrary runi 
That our deuiccs dill are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our owne. 

So thinkc thou wilt no fecond husband wed, 

But dy thy thoughts when thy fird Lord is dead. 

jQaee.Nor earth to me giue food.nor heauen light. 

Sport and repeie lock from me day and night, 

To defperation tu-nc my trud arid hope, 

And Anchors cheere in prifoo be my fcope. 

Each oppefite that blanks the face of ioy. 

Meet what I would haue well,and it dedroy. 

Both here and hence put fue me lading drife, 

If once I be a widdow,eucr 1 be wife. 

King. Tis deeply lworne,fwect leaue me hearea while. 

My fpirits grow dull and fame I would beguile 
The tedious day with (l:ep, 

Quee. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And ncuer come mifehance betwixt vs twaro Kxtwitl. 

Ham. Maddam.how likeyouthis Play? 

Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinks^ 

Ham. O but fhee’le keep her word. 

King. Haue you heard the argument? is thiire no offence in’t ? 
Ham. No, no, they do butied, poifim m ieftjm^offcnc«i*tb 
King. What do you call the Play ? (world® 

Ham . The Moufetrap , mary how tropically, this Play is the 
Image of a murthcr done in hernia , Courage is the Dukes name, 
bis wife Baptifla , you (hall fee anon, tis a knauilh piece of work, 
but what of that ? your Maiedy and we fiiall haue free fcules, it 
touches vs not , let the gauied lade winch , our withers ate wn~ 
wrung. This is one Luc tin w, Nephew to the King, 

Enter Lucianut. 

Oph . You areas good as a Cherue my Lord. 

Horn. I could interpret between* you and your loue 
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